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A  PRINCE  FOR  AN  HOUR 


SCENE. — Exterior  of  a  Tuscan  farm  house ,  l.  h.  An 
old  shed  k,  h.2e.,  with  door  closed;  rustic  railings 
across  at  back  ivith  gate  in  centre.  Raking  platform , 
L.  h.  4  e.  ;  wild  and  mountainous  country  at  back — the 
day  is  just  dawning . 

“Beppo  comes  cautiously  in  at  l.  4  e.,  looks  about  him ,  then 
beckons  on  the  Ppince,  ivho  enters  muffed  in  a  large 
cloak ,  and  wearing  a  large  slouched  hat. 

""“BePpo.  The  coast  is  quite  clear,  so  come  along,  young 
fellow — here  you  can  rest  yourself.  I  dare  say  you  are 
not  used  to  such  a  long  walk. 

Ppince.  A  thousand  thanks,  and  here — here’s  for  the 
shelter  you  have  afforded  me.  {offering  purse.') 

~ — Beppo.  Shelter !  What,  allowing  you  to  sleep  on  the 
cold  hard  ground,  without  even  a  blanket  to  cover  you — a 
mighty  comfortable  shelter,  truly. 

Ppince.  Never  mind,  take  this  purse. 

— Beppo.  Nay,  nay. 

Ppince.  I  command  you. 

>eppo.  Holloa,  young  fellow  !  Command  ! 

Ppince.  I  mean — I  entreat  you. 

>eppo.  Ah,  that’s  quite  another  affair :  I  don’t  mind 
obliging  you.  (takes  purse.)  Hey-day!  gold!  I  say,  I 
hope  you  came  honestly  by  it  ?  I’m  not  at  all  inquisitive, 
but  perhaps  you’ll  tell  me  who  you  are — what  you  are — 
where  you  came  from — and  where  you’re  going  to  ? 

Prince.  Suffice  it  I  am  a  stranger  to  this  neighbour¬ 
hood. 

—Beppo.  So  am  I,  if  you  come  to  that.  I’ve  only  just 
settled  in  it  with  my  family. 

Prince.  Your  family  !  {laughing.) 
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Beppo.  Yes  ;  a  score  and  a  half  of  goats,  two  dogs,  and 


might 


have 


a  grandmother. 

Prince.  How  unfortunate  !  ( to  himself .) 

— -Beppo.  Yes ;  but  it  might  be  worse.  I 
had  two  or  three  grandmothers. 

Prince.  I  mean  unfortunate,  because  I  was  about  to 
ask  you  the  nearest  road  to  the  river  Arno. 

'Beppo.  Oh,  I  know  enough  of  the  country  to  tell  you 
that,  (points  off  towards  l.  h.  u.  e.)  There's  the  road 
straight  before  you;  and  if  you  should  happen  to  go 
wrong,  you’ll  only  have  to  ask  one  of  the  Neapolitan 
soldiers. 

Prince.  ( starting.)  Neapolitan  soldiers ! 

“  Beppo.  Yes,  the  whole  road  is  lined  with  them  ;  why, 
I  don’t  know. 

Prince,  (aside.)  I  do.  What’s  to  be  done? 

5eppo.  To  be  sure,  there’s  a  path  across  the  mountains ; 
but  lor’,  you’d  never  find  it  without  a  guide. 

Prince.  Then  you  shall  be  my  guide. 

Beppo.  Shall !  I  think  you  might  ash  me. 

Prince.  ( earnestly .)  I  do  ask  you — nay,  I  implore  you. 
-Beppo.  That’s  enough;  so  come  along,  (aside.)  I 


shall  be  back  in  time  to  meet  my  pretty  Carlotta.  {aloud.) 
Now  then,  young  man  !  I  hope  you’re  in  condition,  far 
it’s  all  up  and  down  hill,  I  can  tell  you. 

Exeunt  Beppo  and  Prince,  up  platform ,  e.  h. 


Geraldi,  Geronimo,  and  Babiolo  carrying  a  lantern , 
enter  from  the  house ,  l.  h. 

Geral.  (l.  ii.)  I  am  sure  I  heard  voices.  Babiolo,  as 
you  have  got  the  lantern,  suppose  you  look  about. 

Bab.  (c.)  I  will.  Where  ? 

Geral.  Everywhere. 

Bab.  Oh,  then  suppose  you  take  the  lantern  yourself. 
I’m  not  going  to  grope  about  the  premises  like  a  wretched 
old  Diogenes,  {crosses  l.  ii.) 

G-ero.  (r.  h. — to  Geraldi.)  You  must  have  been 
mistaken.  I  only  heard  your  voice. 

Bab.  No  more  did  I. 

Geral.  You  !  You  were  fast  asleep  before  I’d  half 
finished  my  speech. 
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Bab.  Well,  considering  you  were  making  a  speech,  you 
ought  to  feel  excessively  flattered  that  I  kept  awake  as 
long  as  I  did. 

Hero.  We  can  resume  our  deliberations  with  greater 
safety  here  than  there,  (pointing  to  house.)  My  daughter, 
Carlotta,  has  just  awoke,  and  might  overhear  us.  Now, 
Signor  Geraldi,  proceed.  (Babiolo  has  during  this  gone 
to  sleep  standing ,  and  keeps  nodding  his  head.) 

Geral.  {ivith  great  mystery.)  While  the  cause  of  our 
absent,  but  legitimate  sovereign,  Peter  of  Medicis,  is 
spreading  throughout  the  whole  of  Tuscany  with  secret 
but  rapid  strides,  snail  we  slumber  at  our  posts  ? 

Gero.  No,  no.  (Babiolo  fast  asleep.) 

Geral.  (pointing  to  Babiolo.)  He’s  off  again. 

Gero.  Never  mind,  go  on. 

Geral.  {ivith  the  same  mystery  as  before.)  Then  listen  ! 
(Babiolo  drops  his  lantern.)  Babiolo  ! 

Bab.  {ivakmg  up.)  Eh?  Yes,  of  course — of  course;  I 
perfectly  agree  with  the  speaker,  whoever  he  is — and  I 
beg  to  second  his  motion,  whatever  it  is.  {crosses  c.) 

Geral.  ( reproachfidly.)  How  you  can  go  to  sleep  at 
such  a  time  as  this,  I  can’t  imagine. 

Bab.  My  dear  sir,  I  am  happy  to  say  I  can  go  to  sleep 
at  any  time  ;  especially  as  I’ve  been  sitting  up  for  the  last 
three  nights  conspiring. 

Gero1"'  i  {a^arme^-)  Hush !  {looking  round.) 

/ 

Bab.  I  won’t  hush !  I’m  told  we’re  hatching  some- 
I  should  like  to  know  what  I’m  hatching.  I  insist 
on  knowing  what  I’m  hatching  ! 

Geral.  The  emancipation  of  our  beloved  country,  and 
the  downfall  of  its  oppressors. 

Gero.  And  the  downfall  of  its  oppressors. 

Bab.  Am  I ;  very  well ;  I  wasn’t  aware  of  it,  that’s  all. 

Geral.  I  have  a  secret  to  communicate  to  you,  which 
will  be  to  your  hearts  what  the  lighted  match  is  to  the 
barrel  of  gunpowder. 

Bab.  Have  you?  then  I  for  one  shan’t  stop  and  hear  it. 
(going  ;  they  stop  him.) 

Geral.  (severely.)  Would  you  desert  the  noble  cause 
you  have  sworn  to  support  ? 
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Bab.  Poo,  poo !  I  hadn’t  the  most  distant  idea  what  I 
was  swearing  about. 

Gebal.  No  matter ;  you  have  joined  our  enterprise, 
and  must  see  the  end  of  it. 

Bab.  That’s  exactly  what  I  want  to  see,  and  therefore  I 
propose  giving  it  up  at  once. 

Gebal.  Pshaw !  listen,  friends  I  you  are  aware  that  the 
French  fleet  is  now  anchored  off  the  mouth  of  the  Arno, 
ready  to  assist  us  in  throwing  off  the  Neapolitan  yoke,  and 
restoring  the  crown  of  Tuscany  to  our  legitimate  sovereign 
Peter  of  Medicis — 

Gebo.  (anxiously. )  Well  ! 

Bab.  (very  quietly.)  Well! 

Gebal.  I  have  been  informed  by  the  French  admiral, 
that  yesterday  at  daybreak,  the  young  prince  Lorenzo,  who 
was  on  board  the  fleet,  anxious  to  be  the  first  to  raise  his 
father’s  standard,  had  landed,  but  finding  the  enemy  in 
greater  force  than  he  had  imagined,  he  endeavoured  to 
regain  the  fleet,  but  was  prevented  by  the  vigilence  of  the 
Neapolitan  commander,  Colonel  Pazzi,  who  unfortunately 
cut  off  his  retreat. 

Bab.  Cut  off  his  what  ? 

Gebal.  His  retreat.  The  young  prince,  it  is  there¬ 
fore  presumed,  must  at  this  very  moment  be  concealed  in 
our  mountain  passes. 

Gebo.  ( earnestly .)  Ah  ! 

Bab.  {quietly.)  Ah ! 

Gibal.  And  should  his  highness  fall  into  the  enemy’s 
hands,  our  glorious  enterprise  must,  for  the  present,  be 
postponed. 

Bab.  Of  course  it  must,  {shaking  Geraldi’s  hand.) 
that’s  the  most  sensible  observation  I’ve  heard  you  make 
for  a  long  time. 

Gebal.  Pshaw !  you’re  no  true  friend  to  our  illustrious 
sovereign  Peter  de  Medicis. 

Bab.  I  beg  your  pardon ;  there’s  no  man  more  anxious 
to  see  the  illustrious  Peter  reseated  on  his  throne  than  I 
am,  and  I  don’t  mind  telling  you  why.  I  had  the  honour 
of  supplying  the  illustrious  Peter  with  my  very  primest 
cheese  for  three  years,  which  the  illustrious  Peter  forgot 
to  pay  for. 
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Geko.1"  j  Psha"’! 

Bab.  Now,  friends,  to  the  mountains;  let  each  take  a 
different  path,  and  endeavour  to  discover  the  royal  fugi¬ 
tive,  Prince  Lorenzo.  Away ! 

Geeal.  {going  up.)  Away !  and  let  our  cry  be  “  Medi- 
cis  and  Tuscany !” 

Geeo.  {with  enthusiasm.)  Medicis  and  Tuscany ! 

Bab.  {quietly.)  Medicis  and  Tuscany !  {Exeunt  Gero- 
nimo  and  Geraldi,  l.  tj.  e.,  each  throwing  a  look  of  con¬ 
tempt  at  Babiolo.)  I  wish  you  a  very  pleasant  walk, 
gentlemen.  If  ever  Pm  caught  conspiring  again,  may  I 
never  sell  another  cheese. 

Carlotta.  {peeping  from  the  door  of  the  house ,  and 
looking  after  Geronimo.)  They’re  gone  at  last,  {comes 
dozen,  r.  h.  Sees  Babiolo.)  Ah !  Signor  Babiolo,  is  that 
you  ?  {aside.)  How  provoking ! 

Bab.  You  don’t  seem  extravagantly  delighted  at  seeing 
me  ? 

Carl.  Oh,  yes,  of  course ;  but  don’t  you  intend  follow¬ 
ing  my  father  and  his  companion  ? 

Bab.  Certainly  not ;  I’d  ever  so  much  rather  stop  with 
you — {tenderly.)  we’ve  so  many  little  matters  to  talk 
about ;  our  approaching  nuptials,  for  instance. 

Carl.  Yes,  of  course;  but  {aside.)  I’ll  never  have  him, 
I’m  determined. 

Bab.  We  shall  make  a  very  pretty  couple. 

Carl,  {looking  at  him  from  head  to  foot.)  Very!  {aside.) 
How  shall  I  get  rid  of  him?  {aloud.)  What  brings  you 
here  so  early  ? 

Bab.  The  hope  of  seeing  you!  {aside.)  That’s  about 
the  prettiest  thing  I’ve  said  for  a  long  time. 

Carl,  {shaking  her  head.)  No  such  thing;  there  are 
very  extraordinary  goings  on  here. 

Bab.  {affecting  indifference.)  Oh  dear,  no. 

Carl,  i’ve  noticed  these  strange  mysterious  meetings 
night  after  night,  and  so  have  others. 

Bab.  {as  before.)  Ha!  ha!  absurd,  absurd,  {aside.)  I 
don’t  half  like  this. 

C\rl.  Indeed,  it  was  only  last  night  that  a  paper  was 
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put  into  my  hands  with  these  words — “  If  you  love  Signor 
Babiolo” — 

Bab.  {tenderly.)  And  you  know  you  do ;  but  go  on. 

Caul.  “If  you  love  Signor  Babiolo,  tell  him  he’s  a 
marked  man  ,”  (Babiolo  gets  frightened.)  “  that  the  eyes 
cf  the  police  are  upon  him,  (Babiolo  more  frightened.) 
and  that,  unless  he  instantly  leaves  the  neighbourhood,  he 
will  assuredly  fall  into  their  clutches.”  {laying  her  head  on 
his  shoulder.) 

Bab.  Oh.  lud ! 

Cabl.  But  as  you  said  just  now,  of  course  this  is  all 
absurd — absurd,  {imitating  Babiolo.)  Besides,  what  if 
you  are  a  marked  man  ?  What  if  the  police  do  come  for 
you,  shall  they  ever  tear  you  from  me  ?  {throwing  herself 
into  his  arms.) 

Bab.  (trying  to  disengage  himself.)  That’ll  do,  beloved 
one.  {shouting.)  I  repeat,  beloved  one,  that’ll  do.  As  it’s 
a  fine  morning,  I  think  I  shall  go  and  take  a  walk. 

Caul.  1  seizing  his  arm.)  And  would  you  leave  me? 
Oh,  Babiolo!  {throwing  herself  into  his  arms  again.) 

Bab.  Lea  e  you!  never.  I  wish  you  a  very  good 
morning.  There,  there,  {soothingly .)  I  shall  soon  return. 
(Cablotta  'pretends  to  weep.)  Don’t  cry !  (Cablotta 
sobs  louder.)  Don’t  make  such  a  row.  {aside.)  As  I  said 
before,  if  ever  I’m  caught  conspiring  again — 

Cabl.  Oh,  Babiolo  !  (making  another  rush  at  Babiolo, 
who  runs  out  up  platform ,  l.  u  y.)  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  come, 
I’ve  managed  to  get  him  out  of  the  way.  Heigho  !  I 
flatter  myself  there  isn’t  a  more  dutiful  or  obedient  daugh¬ 
ter  in  all  Tuscany  than  I  am  ;  but  I  won’t  marry  you. 
Signor  Babiolo,  for  all  the  fathers  in  the  world.  Poor 
dear  Beppo  !  what  a  pity  he  isn’t  as  rich  as  he  is  hand¬ 
some  !  my  father  would  then  give  his  consent  to  our 
union,  whereas  now  we  shall  be  reluctantly  compelled  to 
get  married  without  it.  {a  shot  is  fired  without ,  l.  ir.  u.  e. 
Cablotta  screams ,  and  hides  her  face  in  her  hands.  Bebpo 
rushes  on  doivn  the  platform,  then  suddenly  crouches.  An¬ 
other  shot  is  fired.  Cablotta  again  screams.  Beppo 
rises,  looks  off,  signifies  that  he  is  safe ,  then  advances  on 
tiptoe  behind  Cablotta.) 

-—Beppo.  {in  a  gruff  voice.)  Young  woman — 


* 


A  PRINCE  FOR  AN  HOUR.  9 

Carl.  Oh  lud !  (Beppo  kisses  her.)  Beppo,  is  that 
you  ? 

■  'Beppo.  Not  the  slightest  doubt  about  it. 

Carl.  Tell  me — those  two  shots,  were  they  aimed  at 
you  ? 

—  - Beppo.  Not  exactly,  or  they  would  have  hit  me. 

Ha!  ha! 

Carl.  What  does  it  mean  ? 

—  Beppo.  I’ll  tell  you.  On  returning  home  to  my  lodging 
last  night — you  know  the  old  grotto  at  the  entrance  of 
the  wood,  where  I  sleep  every  night  in  order  to  be  near 
you  in  the  morning — I  was  rather  astonished  to  find  it  in¬ 
habited. 

Carl.  Inhabited! 

'Beppo.  Yes,  by  a  stranger.  Don’t  be  alarmed — one  of 
the  male  sex,  on  my  honour.  Yes,  there  he  lay,  wrapped 
up  in  his  cloak,  fast  asleep  on  my  bed  of  dried  leaves, 
and  snoring  like  a  trooper. 

Carl.  Well,  I’m  sure. 

Beppo.  That’s  exactly  what  I  said. 

Carl.  And  what  did  he  say  for  himself? 

-  Beppo.  Why,  he  looked  so  pale  and  haggard  that  I 
couldn’t  find  in  my  heart  to  disturb  him;  and  as  he  didn’t 
think  proper  to  give  an  account  of  himself  in  his  sleep,  I 
waited  patiently  till  he  awoke.  He  then  told  me  that  he 
had  lost  his  way  among  the  mountains  the  night  before, 
and,  being  weary  and  footsore,  had  laid  down  where  I 
found  him ;  that  was  enough  for  me,  and  I  not  only  for¬ 
gave  him  for  turning  me  out  of  my  bed,  but  I  undertook  to 
see  him  safely  across  the  mountains,  j  So  away  we  started ; 
but  unluckily  one  of  the  Neapolitan  sentinels  caught  sight 
of  us,  and  gave  chase.  “  We  are  lost,”  cried  my  com¬ 
panion.  “Not  a  bit  of  it.  ltun  for  your  life,”  said  I; 
and,  to  do  him  justice,  he  did. 

Carl.  And  you  ? 

- -Beppo.  Started  off  in  the  opposite  direction.  Bang 

went  the  musket,  and  down  I  dropped,  not  because  I  was 
hit,  but  because  I  wanted  to  take  breath ;  then  off  I  set 
once  more,  and  bang  went  the  musket  again,  but  by  this 
time  I  was  safe  out  of  range,  and  now  you  know  all  about  it. 
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Carl.  How  very  foolish  of  you  to  retrace  your  steps 
in  this  direction.  I  suppose  you  got  my  letter  ? 

,»— ■ — Beppo.  Yes ;  I  looked  in  at  our  post-office — the  trunk 
of  the  old  willow  tree — as  I  passed,  and  there  I  found  it, 

( producing  a  very  small  note.)  and  by  the  size  of  it  I 
should  say  there  can’t  be  much  in  it. 

Carl.  Why,  you  haven’t  even  opened  it. 

-Beppo.  No  ;  the  fact  is,  when  I  told  you  where  to 
write  to  me,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  couldn’t  read. 

Carl.  Not  read  ? 

Beppo.  No,  at  least  not  comfortably.  I  know  my 
letters  ;  but  somehow  or  other  I  can’t  put  them  together. 
However,  you  shall  teach  me ;  so  now  for  my  first  lesson. 

( opening  the  little  note,  and  pretending  to  read.)  “My  own 
d-e-a-r  d-a-r-l-i-n-g  Beppo!” 

Carl.  It’s  nothing  of  the  sort !  it  begins,  “  Sir  !” 

-Beppo.  I  like  my  style  of  reading  better  than  yours. 
(pretending  to  read  again.)  “  Come  to  me  directly.” 

Carl.  No  such  thing!  “We  must  meet  no  more — my 
father  has  promised  my  hand  to  another.” 

*~-Beppo.  Another !  and  do  you  imagine  I’m  the  sort  of 
man  to  allow  our  future  happiness  to  be  sacrificed ;  yours, 
especially !  no,  no,  no !  who  is  my  rival  ?  tell  me  his  hated 
name  ? 

Carl.  Babiolo ! 

‘—Beppo.  Where  does  he  live  ?  It  stands  to  reason  that 
I  must  know  where  he  lives,  in  order  that  he  may  cease  to 
live,  (crosses  r.  h.) 

Carl.  Oh,  don’t  talk  in  that  dreadful  way!  ( loud  shouts 
of“  Follow,  follow !”  l.  u.  E.) 

— — Beppo.  What’s  that  ? 

Carl,  (running  to  back  and  looking  off. )  What  do  I  see? 
Soldiers  are  running  this  way. 

Beppo.  The  deuce  they  are  ! 

Carl.  Yes  ;  they  are  pursuing  some  unhappy  fugitive ; 
eh, — no, — yes  !  it’s  Signor  Babiolo  ! 

—Beppo.  Your  intended !  don’t  I  wish  they  may  catch 
him. 

Carl,  (still  looking  off.)  No! 

Beppo.  Yes,  I  do. 

Carl.  I  mean  he  has  given  them  the  slip. 
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Beppo.  What  a  pity  ! 

Gael,  (still  looking  off.")  No  ! 

-  Beppo.  Yes,  it  is. 

Care.  I  mean  they  have  caught  sight  of  him  again ; 
he’  s  running  this  way. 

-  Beppo.  Then  the  chances  are  they’ll  catch  sight  of  me ; 
( runs  up  and  looks  off;  Carlotta  goes  doivn  r.  i i.)  Yes, 
there’s  that  black-whiskered  fellow  that  sent  a  bullet  after 
me ;  he’ll  know  me  again  to  a  certainty ;  what’s  to  be 
done  ?  ( down  e.  h.) 

Care.  ( opening  door  of  shed ,  n).  Hide  in  here,  quick ! 

— "Beppo.  Hide!  do  you  take  me  for  a  coward?  (shouts 
repeated.)  Oh,  lud !  (runs  into  shed  and  closes  door  ;  puts 
his  head  out  again.)  Hist,  Carlotta ! 

_ Care.  Well? 

Beppo.  There’s  room  for  two.  (noise  repeated ;  Beppo 
hastily  closes  door  of  the  shed ,  voices  again  heard  gradually 
decreasing  ;  Babiolo  staggers  on  down  the  platform,  E.  u.  E. 
he  is  very  pale ,  and  dreadfully  out  of  breath.) 

Care.  What  has  happened  ?  Why  don’t  you  speak  ? 

Bab.  ( in  a  faint  voice.)  Because  I  can’t ;  all  I  know  is 
that  I’ve  been  running  about  in  a  frantic  state  for  the  last 
quarter  of  an  hour,  with  a  pack  of  ferocious  soldiers  at  my 
heels. 

Care.  But  why-— why  did  they  run  after  you  ? 

Bab.  Because  I  ran  before  them ;  they’ve  arrested  your 
father. 

Carl.  My  father  ? 

Bab.  Yes,  your  aged  progenitor  is  in  custody. 

Care.  And  could  you  stand  quietly  bj  and  look  on  ? 

Bab.  I  did’nt  try.  I  took  to  my  heels  as  fast  as  I  could 
run. 

Care.  Did’nt  I  tell  you,  you  were  a  marked  man  ? 

Bab.  Marked — I’ve  no  doubt  I  am ;  though  I  haven’t 
had  time  to  look. 

Carl.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Bab.  I  can’t  enter  into  particulars,  but  I’ve  had  several 
severe  tumbles/' rubbing  himself;  loud  cries  repeated.)  Oh, 
lud !  here  they  are  again ;  where  shall  I  hide  ?  Ah !  in 
here,  (crossing  to  barn  r.  h.) 
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Carl.  (pulling  him,  hack.)  No,  not  there  ;  an  old  tum¬ 
ble-down  shed,  full  of  rats  and  rubbish. 

Bab.  Never  mind ;  I’m  rather  partial  to  rats  and  rub¬ 
bish — besides,  I  deposited  a  chicken  pie  and  a  bottle 
of  my  very  best  wine  there  last  night ;  so  that  I  shall 
be  able  to  pass  the  term  of  my  imprisonment  in 
tolerable  comfort. 

Pazzi.  Halt !  order  arms.  ( muskets  heard  without.) 

Bab.  Oh,  lud!  (siezes  handle  of  door  of  shed  and  opens 
it ;  it  is  instantly  pulled  to  again.)  Holloa  !  I  can’t  get  in. 
(pulls  door  again  half  open,  it  closes  violently,  and  catches 
Babiolo  by  the  skirts  of  his  coat.)  Holloa !  now  I  can’t 
get  out.  ( trying  to  get  his  coat  tail  out.)  I’m  caught  by 
the  tail  of  my  coat ;  here’s  a  situation ;  if  I  stop  here  I 
shall  lose  my  head,  and  I  can’t  get  away  without  losing 
my  tail. 

Pazzi.  (without.)  Forward! 

Military  music.  —  Enter  Pazzi  in  the  uniform  of  a 

Neapolitan  colonel,  followed  by  a  Corporal  and  Eight 

Soldiers,  icith  Geronimo  in  custody ,  l.  it.  e.) 

Release  your  prisoner,  and  see  that  every  entrance 
to  the  house  is  strictly  guarded.  ( four  of  the  soldiers 
exeunt  and  disappear,  r.  and  l.,  the  remaining  soldiers  stand 
at  the  back;  CARLOTiAnms  to  her  father ,  l.  u.)  Phillippo 
Geronimo  ! 

Gero.  (sulkily,  l.  n.)  That’s  me. 

Pazzi.  (c.)  You  are  suspected  of  harbouring  traitors  and 
rebels ;  an  individual  supposed  to  be  a  spy,  and  pursued 
by  our  soldiers,  has  taken  refuge  in  this  house. 

Bab.  (r.  h.)  It  is’nt  me  ! 

Pazzi.  Ah!  (seeing  Babiolo.)  Come  forward,  sir;  well, 
do  you  hear  my  orders  ? 

Bab.  Perfectly ;  but  am  reluctantly  compelled  to  dis¬ 
obey  them. 

Pazzi.  Indeed!  Corporal,  perhaps  your  sword’s  point 
will  hasten  his  movements. 

Bab.  Not  a  bit  of  it ;  dont  you  see  I’m  stuck  already  ? 
{the  Corporal  seizes  Babiolo  by  the  collar ,  and  drags 
him  forward;  his  coat-tail  is  left  hanging  to  the  door.) 
There,  {to  Pazzi.)  sir,  my  garment  having  been  fractured 
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by  your  orders,  I  shall  expect  your  regimental  tailor  to 
sew  me  together  again. 

Pazzi.  Silence!  (Babiolo  is  about  to  retire.)  Stop 
where  you  are,  sir. 

Bab.  I  presume,  sir,  you  don’t  wish  to  deprive  me  of 
my  fragment. 

Pazzi.  Silence,  I  repeat !  Your  name? 

Bab.  Forty-seven  next  birthday. 

Pazzi.  Your  name,  I  say  ? 

Bab.  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon — in  the  cheese  line. 

Gero.  His  name  is  Babiolo  ;  only,  you  see,  he’s  rather 
frightened. 

Bab.  I  deny  it — I’m  very  frightened. 

Pazzi.  Signor  Geronimo,  I’m  not  to  be  trifled  with. 
The  individual  we  are  in  pursuit  of  is  in  this  house,  and 
unless  he  is  instantly  delivered  up,  I  shall  at  once  convey 
you  to  prison. 

Carl.  My  father  in  danger?  (crosses  r.  c.)  Oh, 
Babiolo,  forgive  me  ;  but  a  father’s  life — Can  I  hesitate  ? 
No  ! — Take  him  away,  (pretending  great  emotion,  and 
motioning  Soldiers  to  remove  Babiolo  ;  then  burying 
her  face  in  her  hands ,  and  sobbing  violently.) 

Bab.  Me?  Poo,  poo  ! 

Pazzi.  Nay,  my  good  girl,  this  is  not  the  man  we  want. 

Bab.  Of  course  not.  (to  Carlotta.)  I’m  very  much 
obliged  to  you  for  ail  that. 

Gero.  (to  Carlotta.)  For  shame,  girl,  to  try  and  get 
your  intended  husband  into  trouble. 

Pazzi.  This  your  intended  husband?  Poor  girl,  I  pity 
you ! 

Bab.  Thank  you !  ( aside.)  Rather  impertinent  of  the 
general. 

Pazzi.  I’m  sure  to  oblige  you,  my  pretty  one.  (crosses 
r.  c.,  taking  her  hand.)  I  would  take  him  away,  and 
either  immure  him  in  a  prison,  or  shoot  him,  as  you 
might  prefer,  but  unluckily  my  powers  are  limited. 

Carl,  (r.)  Are  they?  What  a  pity!  But  I  thank 
you  all  the  same. 

Bab.  (l.  c.)  So  do  I,  brigadier. 

Pazzi.  (r.  c.)  And  now,  pretty  one,  listen  to  me. 

(taking  her  arm  under  his » 
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Bab.  How  can  you  allow  that  bombardier  to  take 
such  liberties  with  my  intended,  I  can’t  imagine.  And 
you  pretend  to  be  a  patriot — now  I  don’t,  (aside  to 
Geeonimo.) 

Pazzi.  As  I  shrewdly  suspect  these  pretty  lips  can 
furnish  the  information  I  require,  I  beg  to  impress  upon 
you  that  unless  the  individual  I  am  in  search  of  is 
delivered  into  my  hands  in  five  minutes’  time,  I  shall  be 
under  the  painful  necessity  of  ordering  your  father  and 
your  intended  to  be  nailed  by  the  ears  to  yonder  door 
posts. 

Bab.  Me !  (forcing  a  laugh.)  Ha,  ha  !  you’re  joking  ! 
Go  along,  do.  ( poking  Pazzi.) 

Pazzi.  I  am  perfectly  serious. 

Bab.  Very  well.  Then  as  you  won’t  speak,  Cak* 
loita.)  I  will ;  and  I  shrewdly  suspect — 

Caul.  It’s  no  such  thing.  ( stands  before  door ,) 

Bab.  I  say  I  shrewdly  suspect — 

Geeo.  (grasping  his  arm ,  and  aside  to  him.)  Would 
you  betray  a  brother  ? 

Bab.  Poo,  poo  !  don’t  talk  nonsense ;  he’s  no  brother 
of  mine.  Besides,  however  ornamental  my  ears  might  be 
to  your  door  posts,  I  never  should  think  they  looked  half 
so  well  as  where  they  are  now.  So,  as  I  said  before,  I 
shrewdly  suspect — 

Pazzi.  ( who  has  been  watching  Caelotta’s  anxious 
looks  toioards  the  door.)  And  so  do  I.  Corporal  open 
that  door,  (pointing  to  shed ,  and  turns  Caelotta  over  to 

L.  H.) 

Cael.  No,  no ! 

Pazzi.  Open  it,  I  say. 

( The  Coepoeal  pulls  the  door  open  and  discovers 
Beppo  seated  on  the  ground ,  with  a  pie  on  his  lap 
which  he  is  eating ,  and  a  bottle  by  his  side — general 
astonishment.  Beppo  quietly  looks  up ,  and  begins  eat¬ 
ing  his  pie  again. 

Coepoeal.  ( aside  to  Pazzi.)  That’s  our  man,  colonel. 

Pazzi.  Very  well.  Now,  young  man,  I’ve  a  few  words 
to  say  to  you. 

-^'Beppo.  Wait  a  minute.  ( takes  a  long  pull  at  the  bottle , 
then  turns  it  upside  down  to  show  ids  empty.) 
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Bab.  (aside.)  He’s  consumed  my  pie,  and  emptied  my 
bottle. 

—■ tBeppo.  (rises,  stretches  himself  ‘  and  comes  slowly  for¬ 
ward.)  Now,  what  is  it  ? 

Pazzi.  A  cool-headed  young  rascal  enough  ! 

Caul.  ( ande.)  He  doesn’t  seem  at  all  frightened. 
Pazzi.  Now,  sir,  what’s  your  name  ? 

— - Beppo.  Beppo. 

Pazzi.  Where  do  you  live  ? 

— .Beppo.  (pointing  with  his  thumb  over  his  shoulder.)  Up 
yonder. 

Pazzi.  How  do  you  live  ? 

— Beppo.  By  minding  my  own  business,  and  not  other 
people’s. 

Bab.  Ha  !  ha  !  he  had  you  there,  brigadier. 

Pazzi.  Silence !  and  what  is  your  business  ? 

-"•Beppo.  Looking  after  my  goats  and  my  grandmother. 
Bab.  Your  grandmother ! 

Pazzi.  Silence!  (to  Geeonimo.)  Do  you  know  this 
youth  ? 

Geeo.  No. 

Bab.  Nor  I.  (suddenly.)  And  yet — those  features — no, 
it  can’t  be — no,  no. 

Pazzi.  What  do  you  mean?  Speak  ! 

Bab.  He  reminded  me  of  an  uncle  I  hadn’t  seen  for 
some  time,  that’s  all. 

Pazzi.  Pshaw !  (to  Caelotta  with  intention.)  Perhaps 
you  know  our  young  friend  ? 

Caul,  (taking  the  signal  from  Beppo.)  Oh  dear,  no — 

not  I. 

Pazzi.  Humph!  (shaking  his  head  suspiciously.) 

Bab.  (imitating.)  Humph! 

Geeo.  Humph  ! 

Pazzi.  (suddenly.)  Search  him!  Fie  may  have  some 
papers  about  him. 

Beppo.  (aside.)  Carlotta’s  letter,  ah  !  (hastily  puts  the 
small  note  into  his  mouth ,  and  swallows  it.) 

Pazzi.  Ah,  he  has  swallowed  something. 

Bab.  I  know  he  has,  the  best  part  of  a  chicken  pie  and 
a  bottle  of  wine. 

Pazzi.  Pshaw  !  it  was  something  of  consequence,  no 
doubt. 
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Bab.  Of  the  greatest  consequence  to  me,  I  assure  you ; 
because  I’ve  had  no  breakfast. 

Pazzi.  (looking  angrily  at  Beppo.)  Never  mind,  I’ll 
make  him  pay  for  it. 

Bab.  Will  you  ?  Thank  you.  ( crossing  c.,  seizing 
Pazzi’ s  hand ,  and  shaking  it  warmly.') 

Pazzi.  Be  quiet,  sir,  will  you?  (Babiolo  goes  up  c., 
and  down ,  r.)  What  have  you  found  ?  (Corporal  hands 
him  a  small  shepherd's  pipe.)  What’s  this?  A  pipe  !  to 
make  signals  with  to  his  confederates,  no  doubt. 

Bab.  ( not  looking.)  Well,  upon  my  life  that’s  ingenious 
enough,  because  who’d  ever  suspect  a  man  merely  because 
he  was  smoking  a  pipe. 

Pazzi.  Playing  a  pipe,  stupid !  (Corporal  hands 
Pazzi  a  knife.)  What’s  this  ?  A  sort  of  dagger. 

— Beppo.  Nonsense !  it’s  the  knife  I  eat  my  victuals  with. 

Bab.  Your  victuals !  My  victuals,  you  mean. 

Pazzi.  (to  whom  the  Corporal  hands  a  purse.)  Ah!  a 
purse,  and  full  of  gold. 

Gero. 


Gold ! 

How  came  you  possessed  of  this  ? 

Not  by  picking  any  one’s  pocket  as  you’ve  just 


Carl. 

,  Bab. 

Pazzi. 

— •  Beppo. 
done. 

Bab.  I  say,  Brigadier,  he  had  you  again !  ha !  ha ! 
Pazzi.  My  suspicions  are  now  confirmed — you  are  a  spy. 
—  Beppo.  Only  to  think  of  that,  ha,  ha  ! 

Gero.  )  .  , 

Bab.  1  A  SPy  ! 

Carl,  (aside.)  Oh,  should  it  be  true. 

Pazzi.  Leave  us  together,  (to  Soldiers,  who  re-enter.) 
Be  within  call. 

Geronimo,  Babiolo,  Carlotta  and  Soldiers  go  out 
at  hack — Carlotta  looking  hack  at  Beppo,  who 
kisses  his  hand  to  her. 

Pazzi.  Now,  tell  me,  have  you  any  particular  wish  to 
be  hanged  ? 

— Beppo.  No — have  you? 

Pazzi.  Because  that  will  be  your  fate  in  less  than  ten 
minutes,  unless  you  tell  me  all  you  know,  (significantly.) 
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Erro.  All  I  know?  Well,  that  won’t  take  five 
minutes. 

Pazzi.  In  the  first  place  then — that  scrap  of  paper 
which  you  so  ingeniously  contrived  to  get  rid  of.  ( imita¬ 
ting  the  action  of  swallowing.)  I  think  I  can  guess  who  it 
came  from,  (in  a  mysterious  under  tone.)  The  French 
admiral  ? 

(aside.)  Who’s  he  ? 

Am  I  light  ? 

(aside.)  Anything  to  save  Carlotta.  (aloud.) 


>EPPO. 

Pazzi. 

- -Beppo. 

Yes. 
Pazzi. 
— ■»  •  -Beppo. 
Pazzi. 


I  thought  so,  and  what  were  the  contents  ? 

I  hadn’t  time  to  read  them.  ( slily .) 

Quite  sure  ? 

—  Beppo.  Positive!  I’m  digesting  them  now.  {smiling.) 

Pazzi.  In  that  case  I  needn’t  wait  till  the  ten  minutes 
are  expired ;  but  I  may  as  well  hang  you  at  once. 

( going  up  towards  c. 
eppo.  No,  no,  sir.  ( trying  to  stop  him.) 

(exclamations  heard ,  accompanied  with  cries. 


Re-enter  Corporal,  dragging  in  Babiolo  by  the  collar. 

Pazzi.  Well,  sir,  why  are  you  here  again  ? 

Bab.  That’s  what  I  want  to  know,  (to  Corporal.) 
Why  am  1  here  again  ? 

Corporal,  (to  Pazzi. )  I  found  him  mixing  with  the 
peasants,  who  are  assembling  in  great  numbers  round  the 
house. 

Bab.  From  curiosity,  nothing  more.  You  have  prob¬ 
ably  heard,  illustrious  warrior — 

Pazzi.  Not  so  loud !  /CBabiolo  moves  his  lips  without 
uttering.)  Louder ! 

Bab.  You  have  doubtless  heard,  illustrious  warrior — 
will  that  do  ? — that  the  youthful  Prince  Lorenzo  de 
Medicis— 

Pazzi.  Not  so  loud!  (Babiolo  again  moves  his  lips 
without  speaking.)  Louder! 

Bab.  That  the  youthful  Prince  Lorenzo — will  that  do, 
illustrious  warrior  ? — is  supposed  at  this  moment  to  bo 
wandering  somewhere  among  the  mountains. 

Pazzi.  Exactly;  well!  (drawing  Babiolo  away  from 
Beppo.) 
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Bab.  Well,  it  seems  that  about  an  hour  ago,  a  very  hand¬ 
some  black  velvet  mantle,  with  a  hat  and  feathers  to  match, 
were  found  in  an  old  grotto  at  the  entrance  to  the  wood, 
carefully  concealed  under  a  heap  of  dried  leaves — but 
that’s  not  all,  illustrious  warrior — the  cloak,  it  seems,  was 
marked — 

Pazzi.  Not  so  loud  !  (same  play  q/1  Babiolo  as  before .) 
Louder  ! 

Bab.  Was  marked  with  the  letter  “  L.”  worked  with 
gold,  and  surmounted  with  a  crown. 

Pazzi.  Indeed  ! 

Bab.  Not  that  there’s  much  in  that — because,  after  all, 
it  may  be  a  mere  freak  of  nature  ;  upon  which  these  igno¬ 
rant  rustics  insist  upon  it — excuse  my  laughing,  illustrious 
warrior! — they  insist  upon  it,  that  because  our  young 
friend  there,  whom  nobody  seems  to  know,  slept  in  that 
grotto  last  night,  that  he  is  the  prince  Lorenzo  himself,  in 
the  disguise  of  a  shepherd  !  ha,  ha  !  it’s  too  absurd,  illus¬ 
trious  warrior,  isn’t  it  ?  ha,  ha  ! 

Pazzi.  ( aside. )  I  see  my  plan,  (aside  to  Babiolo,  and 
grasping  his  arm.)  Hush  !  it  is  the  Prince. 

Bab.  Goodness  gracious  !  (looking  in  admiration  at 
Beppo,  who  is  astonished  at  his  proceedings .) 

Cobpobal.  (aside  to  Pazzi.)  Is  this  true,  colonel? 

Pazzi.  ( aside  to  him.)  No,  it  is  a  stratagem  to  ensure  the 
safety  of  our  small  detachment ;  the  people  must  be  con¬ 
firmed  in  their  belief  that  Prince  Lorenzo  is  in  my  power, 
and  that  his  life  depends  on  their  instant  submission,  (to 
Babiolo,  who  is  still  expressing  his  devotion  to  Beppo  in 
dumb  shoiv.)  Announce  to  the  assembled  people  that  they 
are  at  liberty  to  present  their  homage  to  my  illustrious 
prisoner. 

Bab.  I  will. 

(Music.  He  watches  his  opportunity ,  and  crossing  to 
to  Beppo,  seizes  his  hand,  ivhich  he  frantically  hisses 
several  times ;  then  in  pantomime  signifies  that  he  is 
among  friends  ;  that  they  are  coming  to  pay  him 
homage;  that  they  will  attach  the  soldiers  and  set  him 
free  ;  seeing  Pazzi  observing  him ,  then  puts  his  finger 
on  his  lips ,  takes  another  admiring  look  at  Beppo.  and, 
goes  off  c.  with  Cobpobal, 
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Beppo.  (looking  after  Babiolo,  and  imitating  his  pan - 
tomime  action.)  Oh!  he’s  crack’d !  but  he’ll  marry  Car- 
lotta  nevertheless,  and  then  I  shall  go  mad,  too !  I  may 
as  well  be  hanged  at  once. 

Pazzi.  Just  as  you  please ;  though  I  could  tell  you  how 
you  may  not  only  save  your  neck  from  the  rope,  but  secure 
your  mistress  into  the  bargain. 

— Beppo.  How  ?  how  ? 

Pazzi.  Listen — the  inhabitants  of  this  district  have 
taken  it  into  their  heads  that  you  are  a  person  of  very 
considerable  importance  ;  in  short,  no  less  than  a  Prince 
in  disguise.  ( smiling  .) 

_ Beppo.  Who  ?  me  ?  ha  !  ha !  I  only  wish  I  was. 

Pazzi.  They  are  about  to  pay.  their  respects  to  you; 
now  all  I  require  is,  that  you  will  not  undeceive  them, 
but  receive  their  homage  withy^-U  that  easy  con¬ 
descension — 

■“Beppo.  I  know. 


Pazzi.  Exactly — do  this,  and  j&our  rival  shall  not  marry 
your  mistress — at  least,  if  I  can  prevent  it. 

^V^JBeppq.  Why,  of  course  you  can. 

Pazzi.  How?  p  , 

- - Beppo.  Why,  by  hanging  him  instead  of  me . 

Pazzi.  f smiling.)  True!  then  it’s  a  bargain  ? 

-Beppo.  Yes  ;  stop  a  bit,  though,  just  hand  me  back  my 


purse — and  the  money,  too. 

Pazzi.  ( smiling ,  takes  out  the  pitfse,  then  starts ;  aside.') 
What  do  I  see  !  this  cypher  again,  the  arms  and  crown  of 
the  De  Medicis  !  Can  I  have  been  deceived — is  this  indeed 
the  Prince?  {to  Beppo.)  You  say  this  purse  is  yours? 

- — Beppo.  {snatching  it  away  from  PAzzj.)  Of  course  it  is ; 
that  is — I  mean — 

Pazzi.  Enough,  your  hesitation  betrays  you !  in  a  word, 
(respectfully  taking  off  his  hat.)  your  Highness  is  dis¬ 
covered. 

_ ..Beppo.  My  Highness!  {aside.)  Now  he's  cracked! — 

{music.) 

Pazzi.  {looking  off.)  The  villagers  approach  ! 
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Geronimo,  Carlotta,  and  Babiolo,  accompanied  by  a 
number  of  Tuscan  Peasants,  male  and  female,  enter  ai 
back  ;  the  six  Neapolitan  Soldiers  also  enter,  and  take 
up  their  position  near  Pazzi. 

Pazzi.  I  feel  quite  certain,  now,  that  you  will  act  your 
part  to  the  very  life  !  ( smiling. ) 

— -Beppo.  I’ll  do  my  best — but,  recollect — I’m  to  marry 
Carlotta  ? 

Pazzi.  Of  course,  your  Highness!  ha!  ha!  (to  peasants.) 
Men  and  women  of  Tuscany !  the  chances  of  war  have 
placed  this  illustrious  youth  in  my  power — (Beppo  draws 
himself  up,  and  looks  very  dignified ;  loud  groans  and 
murmurs.)  Ah!  ( violently ;  turns  round  and  grasps  Babiolo, 
who  is  standing  near  him.) 

Bab.  It  wasn’t  me  !  I  said  “  Hurrah  !”  distinctly  said 
“  Hurrah  !”  (shouting.)  Hurrah  ! 

Gero.  ( aside  to  him.)  Traitor! 

Carl,  (aside  to  him.)  Coward!  (goes  up  to  peasants.) 
Pazzi.  Beware,  therefore,  how  you  listen  to  those  who 
would  instigate  you  to  acts  of  rebellion  against  the  Neapo¬ 
litan  government,  for  now  you  know  who  will  pay  the 
penalty — return  therefore  to  your  homes  and  occupa¬ 
tions — such  is  my  advice — such,  doubtless,  sir,  is  yours. 
(to  Beppo.) 

— *  Beppo.  (bothered,  crossing  -r.c.J  Why — certainly — 

good  people — I — that  is — but  you  know  what  I  mean  ! 
Omnes.  We  do. 

— Beppo.  (aside.)  That’s  lucky  ! 

Gero.  ( aside  to  Beppo,  while  Pazzi  turns  and  speaks 
to  the  Soldiers.)  Don’t  despair,  noble  sir ;  it  is  not  by 
words ,  but  deeds  that  we  will  soon  prove  our  devotion. 

_ Beppo.  Thank  you!  (aside.)  I  haven’t  an  idea  what  he 

means,  (aloud.)  Friends,  I  rely  on  your  loves  in  general — 
and  yours  in  particular — (to  Carlotta,  kissing  her.) 
Carl.  Oh,  your  Highness  ! 

Bab.  (aside.)  He’s  actually  kissed  my  intended!  what 
an  honour !  by  the  bye,  perhaps  he  may  feel  inclined  to 
settle  his  illustrious  father’s  little  account. —  (takes  out 
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paper ,  which  he  is  about  to  presents  to  Beppo  ;  at  this 
moment  Pazzi  turns,  sees  the  paper,  and  snatches  it  from 
Babiola.) 

Pazzi.  What’s  this  ?  Ah,  some  treasonable  corres¬ 
pondence,  no  doubt ! 

Bab.  No,  no,  no. 

Pazzi.  Silence!  {opens  paper  and  reads.)  “Memoran¬ 
dum  of  cheese  supplied  to  the  Duke  Peter  of  Medicis.’> 
What  is  the  meaning  of  cheese  r 

Bab.  Why  the  usual  signification  of  the  term  “  cheese” 
is  cheese. 

Pazzi.  Umph !  this  must  be  investigated  !  Bring  him 
along. 

Bab.  Who — me!  What  for? 

Pazzi.  Silence!  Forward — march! 

{Music.  Beppo  and  Colonel  Pazzi  yo  up  the  stage, 
Beppo  hissing  his  hand  to  Cablotta  ;  the  Soldiers 
follow,  with  the  exception  of  the  Corporal  who  ad¬ 
vances  to  Babiolo. 

Corporal.  March!  {in  a  voice  of  thunder  and  slapping 
Babiola  on  the  bach.) 

Bab.  Oh,  lud !  {goes  up  after  Beppo  and  Colonel.  As 
Beppo  goes  off,  guarded ,  l.  u.  e.,  all  the  Peasants  salute 
him.  Pazzi  follows — after  him  Babiolo,  and  the  Corporal. 

Gero.  {watching  them  out,  then  suddenly  summoning  the 
Peasants  who  all  rush  towards  him  and  surround  him — in 
a  low  and  earliest  tone.)  Now  quick,  by  the  road  at  the 
back  of  the  vineyard,  so  as  to  intercept  the  soldiers,  as 
they  pass  though  the  narrow  defile,  ’tis  there  we  must 
rescue  our  prince  or  perish  in  the  attempt !  away! 

(Geronimo  and  Peasants  hurry  out,  l.  1  e. 

Carl.  So  he’s  a  prince,  after  all !  well,  what  of  that  ? 
I’m  not  proud  !  I’ll  marry  him  now,  if  he’ll  have  me !  no, 
no,  he’s  a  prisoner  and  I  shall  never  see  him  again.  They 
needn’t  have  taken  away  both  of  my  sweethearts,  for 
Signor  Babiolo,  though  he’s  not  so  young  and  handsome 
as  he  might  be,  is  better  than  none  at  all. 

( The  Prince  appears  at  Q.fromR.,  and  loohs  about  him 
cautiously. 

Prince.  This  surely  is  the  house  !  yes — I  remember  it 
well,  {advances.) 
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Carl,  (seeing  the  Prince.)  A  stranger,  (going.') 

Prince.  Stay!  is  not  your  name  Carlotta? 

Carl.  Yes,  sir ! 

Prince.  Then  I  am  sure  I  may  trust  you,  for  I  know 
you  to  be  as  good  as  you  are  pretty. 

Carl.  Yes,  sir,  and  that’s  saying  a  good  deal,  isn’t  it, 
sir,  but  how  do  you  know  my  name  ? 

Prince.  From  a  certain  young  peasant  who  loves  you. 

Carl.  ( contemptuously .)  A  peasant,  indeed  !  you  mean 
a  prince. 

Prince.  I  mean  Beppo,  the  shepherd. 

Carl.  He’s  no  more  a  shepherd  than  you  are !  he’s  the 
son  of  his  father  !  and  his  father  is  the  Grand  Duke  of 
Tuscany  !  you  may  well  look  astonished. 

Prince.  Indeed  I  may  !  and  pray,  where  is  his  high¬ 
ness  ?  (smiling.) 

Carl.  Where  ?  Why  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the 
Neapolitan  Soldiers. 

Prince.  Nay,  the  Prince  Lorenzo  is  at  this  moment  as 
free  as  I  am. 

Carl.  Well,  it’s  not  very  polite  of  you.  to  contradict  me, 
considering  I’ve  just  seen  him  arrested  under  my  very 
hastily  rushes  out ,  r.  e.)  Well,  I  think  he  might  have  said 
nose  and  taken  away  before  my  very  eyes 

Prince.  You’re  mistaken  !  Beppo  is  not  what  you 
believe  him  to  be. 

Carl.  Then  what  is  he  ?  first  he’s  a  peasant,  then  he’s 
a  spy,  then  he’s  a  prince.  (distant  shouts  heard. 

Prince.  Hark !  (aside.)  There’s  no  safety  here  for 
me!  (aloud  and  eagerly.)  Tell  me,  how  shall  I  reach  the 
old  grotto  at  the  entrance  of  the  wood — speak  ! 

Carl.  First  to  the  right,  then  to  the  left — (the  Prince 
“  thank  ye.” 

(Loud  shouts  of  enthusiasm  as  the  Peasants  run  in 
dancing  and  waving  their  caps ,  fyc.,  l.  u.  e. — Beppo  on 
the  midst  of  them  in  a  black  velvet  mantle ,  hat  and 
feathers — Geronimo  and  others  bringing  up  the 
rear.  „  # 

Gero.  Prince,  a  handful  of  hardy  peasants  have  rescued 
you  from  the  enemy  !  raise  but  your  standand  and  thou- 
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sands  upon  thousands  will  join  it  and  escort  you  in 
triumph  to  the  very  gates  of  Florence. 

(loud  shouts  from  Peasants. 
"*Beppo.  ( aside .)  I  shall  be  hanged  by  the  Tuscans,  if 
they  find  out  I’m  not  a  prince  !  ( aloud .)  Could  we  have 
some  refreshment  ? 

Gero.  Certainly — Carlotta,  some  refreshment  for  his 
Highness.  (Carlotta  and  three  Peasants  run  into  the 
house.) 

Bab.  (aside.)  Hungry  again!  I  should  have  thought 
he’d  had  pie  enough  for  a  month. 

■■■-Beppo.  (aside  and  looking  about  him.)  If  I  could  only 
contrive  to  make  my  escape — 

(By  this  time  Carlotta  and  the  Peasants  have  returned 
with  small  table  on  which  are  refreshments. 

Bab.  (with  a  low ,  ceremonious  bow  to  Beppo.)  Your 
Highness’s  frugal  repast  is  ready. 

- -Beppo.  That’s  all  right. 

(Pushing  Babiolo  aside ,  who  is  ceremoniously  offering 
his  arm ,  and  seating  himself  at  table ,  begins  to  eat 
voraciously ,  Babiolo  takes  the  cover  off  the  dish ,  then 
as  Beppo  is  about  to  eat ,  takes  the  plate,  wipes  it  and 
puts  it  down  before  Beppo,  hands  the  bread  Sfc.  Sfc. 
Babiolo  waiting  attentively  on  him  with  a  napkin 
under  his  arm. 

Bab.  (aside.)  His  Highness  is  eating  with  his  fingers. 
(aloud.)  Prince ! 

—Beppo.  (with  his  mouth  full.)  Well? 

Bab.  Here  is  a  fork,  (presenting  one.) 

.I,.— Beppo.  Don’t  bother  !  (beginning  to  eat  again.) 

Enter  Geraldi  hastily ,  at  back ;  looks  at  Beppo,  then 

aside  to  Geronimo. 

Geral.  Neighbour,  a  word,  (they  go  apart.)  I  have 
just  received  this  letter,  read  it.  (giving  Geronimo  a 
letter ;  Beppo  takes  up  the  bottle ;  Babiolo  seizes  the  glass 
and  wipes  it  with  his  napkin  ;  in  the  mean  time  Beppo 
takes  a  long  drink  out  of  the  bottle.) 

Gero.  (to  Geraldi.)  Can  it  be  possible? 

Geral.  You  see  what  the  letter  says ;  but  I’ll  soon 


A  PRINCE  FOR  AN  HOUR. 


24 

clear  up  the  mystery  !  (advances  to  Beppo.)  Your  High¬ 
ness,  I  am  very  sorry  to  disturb  you — 

— ~Beppo.  Then  why  do  you?  (rises  ;  tables  and  chairs 
are  removed  ;  Geronimo  has  gone  among  the  peasants  and 
communicated  the  intelligence  brought  by  Geraldi  ;  great 
astonishment  and  curiosity  are  expressed  by  all. 

Geral.  Here  is  a  letter  which  I  have  just  received 
from  the  Neapolitan  commander,  Colonel  Pazzi,  and  which 
I  must  request  your  Highness  to  read  aloud. 

—Beppo.  ( aside .)  That’s  awkward. 

Carl.  ( aside  to  Beppo.)  As  I  know  your  Highness’ 
education  has  been  neglected,  I’ll  prompt  you. 

-—Beppo.  ( opens  letter.')  Ahem!  Silence.  ( taking  the 
words  from  Carlotta  and  pretending  to  read.)  “I  am 
sorry  I  cannot  congratulate  Signor  Geraldi  and  his  brave 
companions  on  their  victory — 

Carl.  ( whispering  him.)  k‘  Inasmuch  as  the  prince  they 
have  rescued — ” 

"“"Beppo.  “  Inasmuch  as  the  prince  they  have  rescued — 
Carl.  “  Happens  to  be — ”  can  I  believe  my  eyes  ? 
‘No  prince  at  all.” 

—Beppo.  “  Happens  to  be — ”  can  I  believe  my  eyes — 
‘  no  prince  at  all.  ” 

Carl.  “  But  one  of  my  own  making — ”  here’s  a  pretty 
piece  of  business. 

—Beppo.  “  But  one  of  my  own  making — here’s  a  pretty 
piece  of  business.” 

Omnes.  Ah ! 

Geral.  (to  Beppo.)  What  have  you  to  say  to  this? 
Omnes.  Ay  !  Ay ! 

Beppo.  Why,  as  I  don’t  seem  to  give  satisfaction,  I 
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— —  — — —  —  %/  '  ' 

wish  you  all  very  good  morning,  (about  to  go ,  but  is  stopped. 

Geral.  One  moment,  (here  Prince  Lorenzo  appears 
at  bach ,  approaches  unseen  and  stands  by  the  side  of 
Carlotta,  they  are  thus  placed  —  Prince,  r.  h.  ; 
Carlotta,  Beppo,  Babiolo,  Geronimo,  Geraldi,  l.  h.) 
We  are  aware  it  may  be  the  interest  of  the  Neapolitan 
government  to  deceive  us,  but  have  you  no  proof  of  your 
identity,  no  commission,  no  papers  ? 

Ieppo.  (quietly.)  I  had,  but  I — 

(making  actions  of  sic  allowing . 
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Carl.  Yes,  that  he  did,  I  saw  him ! 

Bab.  [aside.)  He  must  have  the  digestion  of  an 
ostrich. 

Geral.  ( violently .)  Enough  !  I  denounce  you  as  an 
impostor  and  a  traitor. 

Omnes.  Ay!  a  traitor,  (threateningly.) 

Prince,  (aside.)  It’s  time  I  came  to  his  assistance. 

( taking  a  paper  from  his  pocket  and  giving  it  to  Carlotta, 
aside  to  her.)  Here! 

Carl,  (aside  to  Beppo  and  passing  the  paper  to  him.)* 
Plere ! 

_ Beppo.  [aside,  and  passing  the  paper  to  Babiolo-^ 

Here ! 

Bab.  (passes  the  paper  to  Geronimo.,/  Here  ! 

Gero.  [passes  the  paper  to  Geraldi.)  Here! 

Geral.  [opening  paper.)  Ah!  [passing  paper  to 
Geronimo.)  Here  ! 

Gero.  Ah  !  [passing  paper  to  Babiolo.) 

Bab.  Ah ! 

Geral.  Friends,  it  is  our  beloved  prince !  long  live  the 
prince. 

Omnes.  Long  live  the  prince,  hurrah. 

[all  kneel  to  Beppo  except  the  Prince,  Geronimo  goes 
up  shouting  with  others,  gets  round  c.,  and  drops  down 
R.  H. 

- Beppo.  Oh  !  I’m  not  going  to  stand  this  any  longer ! 

so  if  you  must  have  a  prince,  you’ll  be  good  enough  to  get 
one  for  yourselves,  I’ve  had  enough  of  it,  I  resign,  I 
abdicate,  there’s  my  royal  crown,  [takes  off  hat.)  there’s 
my  royal  mantle,  and  if  anybody  likes  to  step  into  my 
royal  shoes,  all  I  can  say  is,  he  may  have  ’em  and 
welcome,  (goes,  r.  tl.) 

Prince,  [down  c.)  That  will  I ! 

Omnes.  You! 

Prince.  Yes,  I !  Lorenzo  de  Medicis,  Prince  of  Tus¬ 
cany. 

Omnes.  Ah ! 

Bab.  [to  others.)  Wait  a  bit,  I’ll  soon  ascertain  if  he’s 
the  real  original  or  not.  [takes  out  a  paper  and  presenting 
it  to  the  Prince.,/ 

Prince,  (after  looking  at  paper.)  You  make  our  royal 
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father  your  debtor  for  three  hundred  florins — there  they 
are.  {flinging  Babiolo  a  purse.) 

Bab.  (putting  purse  into  his  left  breast  pocket.)  It  is  the 
prince — my  heart  tells  me  so  ! 

Prince.  Yes,  friends.  ( going  up  c.,  and  addressing  all , 
e.  h.  )  That  paper  is  mine,  if  you  need  further  proof, 
behold  it  here,  a  proclamation  to  all  true-hearted  Tuscans 
to  flock  to  the  standard  of  the  Medicis,  and  follow  their 
prince  to  the  very  gates  of  Florence. 

Geral.  Lead  on,  gallant  prince ;  we’ll  follow  you. 

Omnes.  Ay,  ay  !  all,  all ! 

Bab.  Yes  all,  all!  ( aside .)  And  I’ll  bring  up  the 
rear. 

Prince.  But  first,  ( advancing  down  c.)  I  have  a  debt 
of  gratitude  to  pay  to  my  good  friend  Beppo,  who,  when  I 
was  a  wanderer  among  your  mountains,  generously  gave 
me  shelter  from  the  storm,  and  a  refuge  from  my  enemies. 
{crosses  to  him.)  Come,  {lays  his  hand  on  Beppo' s  shoul¬ 
der.)  What  shall  your  reward  be  ? 

Bab.  If  I  might  suggest,  I  should  say  a  chicken  pie 
twice  a  week  until  further  notice. 

Prince.  Exactly— and  a  pretty  wife  to  make  it.  There 

(passing  Carlotta  to  Beppo  )  Your  marriage  portion 
shall  be  my  care. 

-’-•Beppo.  Well !  If  I  have  had  a  short  reign,  at  least  it 
has  been  a  merry  one. 

Bab.  (to  Beppo.)  How  do  you  know  that,  sir?  (to 
Audience.)  But  if  you  think  so,  don’t  let  him  abdicate  ; 
but  insist  on  his  appearing  before  you  nightly  as 

a  prince  for  an  hour. 
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